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	1. Chapter 1

**DISCLAIMER: **

**How To Train Your Dragon belongs to Cressida Cowell and Dreamworks Animation. This is just a fanfiction which only use is for entertain and have fun. I don't want to be sued.**

**Thank you.**

**LADI218**

* * *

><p>Chapter 1<p>

It was a beautiful, peaceful day in Berk, those that didn't happen a lot in a town full of Vikings and dragons. The sun was shining and the snow was melting a little, showing the end of Devastating Winter and the beginning of, well… Normally Cold Winter.

Hiccup, Astrid, Snotlout and the twins were at Berk's brand new Dragon Training Academy, learning and practicing how to take good care of their new best friends. It was hard to get used to the sudden change of things, but everyone, humans and dragons alike, were doing their best to make peace durable.

You see, only a few weeks ago, dragons and Vikings were mortal enemies, and the single idea of coexisting with each other seemed preposterous at the least. That of course was until Hiccup, the son of Stoick the Vast and disappointment of the village, shot down one of the most dangerous species of dragons and trained it. Together, with a little help of the other teens, they killed the dragon queen and ended the 300 year war between Vikings and dragons.

And that leads us to today. The teens were doing shot practice with their scaly friends, waiting for Fishlegs, who was unusually late, to arrive so they could go flying for the rest of the day.

Snotlout smiled smugly as Hookfang, his Monstrous Nightmare, burnt the entire target into flames. He looked at Astrid expecting her to have an awed expression in her face. "Did you see that, babe? Did you see how awesome I am?" He flexed his arm and smiled in what he thought was seductive. Astrid threw up a little in her mouth.

Hookfang growled at his human's stupidity and set the smug Viking's butt on fire. The Monstrous Nightmare watched amusingly as his rider ran through the academy, yelling for someone to help him. After five minutes of laughing, Hiccup was kind enough to throw a bucket of water in his head.

"Thanks." Snotlout said through gritted teeth.

"It's the fourth time this week. You have to stop angering Hookfang."

"Or maybe not," Astrid said with an innocent smile.

"Yeah," Tuffnut joined in. "Keep angering him, keep angering him!"

"Guys, stop." Hiccup said, but as always the teens didn't pay him any attention. In a matter of seconds, the twins had set the whole academy on fire. Luckily, the arena was fire proof having been made to hold wild dragons, which was extremely useful when the twins and their Zippleback did something dangerous or crazy. And that happened a lot.

Saying Hiccup was glad was little to the amount of relief that he experienced when Fishlegs entered through the door, Meatlug in toe. But of course, as almost everything good that happened to Hiccup, it would be short lived.

"Hiccup!Hiccup!Hiccup!Hiccup!Hiccup!Hiccup!HICCUUUUP!" As soon as he saw Hiccup, Fishlegs half ran half jumped towards him, squeaking in pure joy and excitement.

"Fishlegs, what's going on? Are you okay?" Everyone stopped what they were doing and stared at the big teen, silently asking for an explanation.

"Why didn't you tell us Hiccup?" Fishlegs asked, a little hurt but still happy.

"Tell you what?"

"That you write a book, of course! I still can't believe it. My friend is an author!" He yelled.

"What? What in Thor's name are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about this!" He put out a red book from his satchel and handed it to Hiccup. In it, clear as water, were the words: "How To Train Your Dragon, by Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third."

"Who's Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third?" Tuffnut asked.

"That's me. That's m-my name." Hiccup answered quietly, eyes never leaving the book, shocked.

"Wait, wait, wait. Your middle name is Horrendous?" Ruffnut asked.

"And there were 2 people named like that before you?" Tuffnut questioned. Hiccup only nodded, too stunned to care as Snotlout, Tuffnut and Ruffnut burst out laughing.

"This is probably a mistake. Maybe a joke or someone who has the same name I have." Hiccup said, trying to find a logical explanation for the weird book's existence.

"I don't know," Fishlegs said doubtfully. "This is too well done for being a joke and almost no one reads in this island to put so much detail into it. For the name thing, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third is not exactly the most common name in the world. Plus, the book talks about training dragons, and you're the only person who knows how to do it. Everything points towards you, Hiccup."

"But. I. Didn't. Write. It."

"Then who did?" Astrid asked.

"I don't know," Hiccup answered. "Where did you find it?"

"It was inside a coffin in the middle of the beach. Meatlug found it when she was looking for rocks," Fishlegs answered. "S-should we… should we read it?" He asked uncertainly.

"Why not?" Astrid said, shrugging. "Is just a book after all."

"Okay." Hiccup said. He opened the book, his hands trembling a little, and read out loud.

_Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third was an awesome swordfighter, a dragon whisperer, and the greatest Viking Hero who ever lived. But Hiccup's memoirs look back when he was a very ordinary boy who found it hard to be a hero._

Snotlout and the twins had stopped laughing and came closer, curious about what was going on. Hiccup looked at his two friends, silently asking if he should go on. They nodded slowly.

_'A note from the Hero:'_ Hiccup began.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Author's Note:<span>**

**Hello!**

**So, I've read a lot of Watching the Movie fics, and they inspired me to do this.**

**I'm not sure how this is going to work, but I've always wanted to see how the Movie Characters would react to the Book Characters and to how much things change in the Book story. **

**As I said before, I really don't know how things will end up, or if this is going against some kind of FFN rule or something. If is so, then I'll delete it instantly (I don't want any troubles).**

**Please tell me what you think in the reviews. You can fav and follow (if you want to of course).**

**Have a nice day!**

**Bye!**

**LADI218**


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2

_There were dragons when I was a boy._

_You will have to take my word for it, for the dragons are disappearing so fast that they may soon become extinct._

_Nobody knows what's happening. They are crawling back into the sea from whence they came, leaving not a bone, not a fang, in the earth for the men of the future to remember them by._

All the teens were dead quiet, unconsciously moving closer to their dragons as Hiccup reread the sentence over and over again. A world without dragons? That was something the Vikings have always had desired but it just didn't seem possible. Now, the dragons were their best friends and just the idea of them disappearing like that saddened the young teens in a way they didn't know was possible.

Hiccup swallowed and kept reading, hopeful to find a less depressing sentence.

_So, in order that these amazing creatures should not be forgotten, I will tell this true story from my childhood. _

_I was not the sort of boy who could train a dragon with a mere lifting of an eyebrow. I had to work at it. This is the story of becoming a hero the Hard Way._

"So this is the story of how Hiccup trained Toothless and ended the war? Because we already know, so… can we go home now?" Tuffnut asked.

"Firstly, no, you cannot go now. And secondly, I don't know, maybe." Hiccup answered with an insecure shrug.

"Wait, this book is written by "you", right? But talking about your childhood, aka, the present. So, does this book come from the future? Does this mean our dragons are gonna disappear by the time you're old?" Ruffnut asked. The teens rolled their eyes for pure custom, but then they really thought about what she was saying.

"That's… actually a really good question, Ruff." Astrid said.

"Yeah, of course it is!" Ruffnut exclaimed, banging her head against his twin's.

"Well, there's only one way to find out." Hiccup said, opening the book once again.

_Chapter 1. First catch your dragon._

_Long ago, on the isle of Berk, a smallish Viking with a longish name stood up to his ankles in snow._

_Ten boys, including Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, were hoping to become full members of the Hairy Hooligans Tribe. A heavy snow was falling._

"Snow? In Berk? Impossible." Hiccup commented sarcastically, rolling his eyes. A glare from Astrid was enough for him to look down and resume his reading.

_"PAY ATTENTION!" Screamed Gobber the Belch, the soldier in charge of teaching Initiation. "This will be your first military operation, and Hiccup will be commanding the team."_

_"Oh, not Hic-cup," Groaned Dogsbreath the Duhbrain and most of the other boys. "You can't put Hiccup in charge, sir. He's useless."_

"Ouch," Hiccup said lamely. People had said that to him before, but always behind his back when they thought he wasn't listening. This was way worse.

_Hiccup sank a little deeper in the snow._

_"Anybody would be better than Hiccup." Sneered Snotface Snotlout. "Even Fishlegs would be better than him." _

_Fishlegs had a squint that made him as blind as a jellyfish and an allergy to reptiles._

"Ouch…?" Fishlegs said, not sure whether to feel offended or not.

_"SILENCE!" Roared Gobber the Belch. "The next boy to speak will have limpets for lunch for the next three weeks!"_

_There was absolute silence immediately. Limpets were a bit like worms and a bit like snot, and lot less tasty than either._

"That sounds gross," Tuffnut said, "I want some! I want some!"

"Yeah! Me too!" Ruffnut yelled excitedly.

_"Anyway," Gobber continued, "that is the least of your problems today. You are here to prove yourself as a Viking Hero. And it is an ancient tradition of the Hooligan Tribe that you should" Gobber paused dramatically – "FIRST CATCH YOUR DRAGON!" Gobber spat solemnly into the snow. "There are three parts to the Dragon Initiation Test. The first and most dangerous part is a test of your courage and skill at burglary. If you wish to enter the Hairy Hooligan Tribe, you must first catch your dragon. And that is why," continued Gobber, at full volume, "I have brought you to this scenic spot. Take a look at Wild Dragon Cliff itself."_

"Wild Dragon Cliff? Where is that? It sounds dangerous. I want to go!" Ruffnut said, excitedly.

"Yeah, a place with a name that has the words 'wild', 'cliff' and 'dragon' in it sounds awesome!" Tuffnut joined in.

The others rolled their eyes and groaned.

_"Now," said Gobber, "do you notice those four caves about halfway up the cliff, grouped roughly in the shape of a skull?" The boys nodded. "Inside the cave that would be the right eye of the skull is the Dragon Nursery, where there are, at this very moment, three thousand young dragons having their last few weeks of winter sleep."_

_"Oooooh," muttered the boys excitedly._

_Hiccup swallowed hard. He happened to know considerably more about dragons than anybody else there. Ever since he was a small boy, he'd been fascinated by the creatures._

"Wait, wait, wait. So Hiccup is more dragon nerd than Fishlegs?" Snotlout asked. Fishlegs looked at Hiccup reproachfully, as if he had stolen his dragon knowledge away from him. Hiccup shrugged apologetically.

_And what Hiccup had learnt about dragons told him that walking into a cave with three thousand dragons in it was an act of madness._

"Cool!" The twins exclaimed in unison.

_No one else seemed too concerned, however._

"Well, what did he expect? We're Vikings: relentless and stubborn until the end." Snotlout said proudly.

"Let's not forget, stupid and with a death wish." Hiccup said. Wait, did he really said that out loud? The other teens tried to be angry with him, but as much as they tried to deny it, that was basically the definition of Vikings.

_"In a few minutes I want you to take one of these baskets and start climbing the cliff," commanded Gobber the Belch. "Once you are at the cave entrance, you are on your own. I am too large to squeeze my way into the tunnels that lead to the Dragon Nursery."_

"Gobber is too large to squeeze his way into anything." Ruffnut said.

_"So… you will walk quietly through the cave and each boy will steal one sleeping dragon. Lift the dragon gently from the rock and place it in your basket. Any questions so far?"_

_Nobody had any questions._

"Wait, I do! I have a question!" Tuffnut raised his hand. Snotlout and Ruffnut soon joined in. They were utterly ignored.

_"I need not tell you," Gobber continued cheerfully, "that if you return to this spot without a dragon, it is hardly worth coming back at all. Anybody who fails this task will be put into immediate exile."_

"Well that seems a little rough, even for Vikings." Astrid said, grimacing. The others couldn't help but nod. Maybe their village wasn't perfect, but they wouldn't exile people so young as for failing a little test.

_The boys scrambled into their places, baskets on their backs, and stood to attention. Gobber walked along the line, lighting the torch that each boy held in front of him from the great flare in his hand._

_"In half an hour's time you will be a Viking warrior, with your faithful serpent at your side… … or breakfasting with Woden in Valhalla with dragon's teeth in your bottom!" Screamed Gobber with horrible enthusiasm._

_"DEATH OR GLORY!" yelled Gobber._

_"DEATH OR GLORY!" yelled eight boys back at him fanatically._

_"Death," thought Hiccup and Fishlegs, sadly._

"You know, now that I think about it, we would probably act the same way in that situation: Fishlegs and I being the voice of doom, me being sarcastic, Snotlout being a brat, and the rest being completely oblivious at the incoming danger."

"You're saying I'm oblivious of the danger?" Astrid asked, offended.

"I never said that." Hiccup answered immediately.

"Yes, you did. You said that the rest of us were oblivious to the danger, and that includes me."

"I was talking about the twins, not you. Besides, you're not even in this book!"

"Tuffnut and I aren't in there either. That's so unfair!" Ruffnut pouted. Soon, everyone started yelling at one another about how some of them were in the book and some of them weren't. In a certain moment, Tuffnut jumped on Hiccup, demanding to be added in the book as Fishlegs tried to get the twin off of him. It took ten minutes for everyone to calm down.

_Gobber paused dramatically with the horn in his lips._

_"PARRRRRRP!"_

_"Gobber blew the horn."_


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3

_Chapter 2 INSIDE THE DRAGON NURSERY_

_You have probably guessed by now that Hiccup was not your natural Viking Hero._

Hiccup groaned mentally. He already knew that he wasn't a natural Viking Hero. He was hardly a Viking at all, and everybody knew that. He was a hero, though, thanks to the Red Death thing, but he still was the contrary of what one would expect from a Viking. It was hard enough to have people always reminding him that, but a book?! Give him a break!

_For a start, he didn't look like a Hero. Hiccup was on the small side and had the kind of face that was almost entirely unmemorable. He did have Heroic Hair, which was a very bright red and stood up vertically however much you tried to wet it down with seawater. But nobody ever saw that because it was hidden under his helmet most of the time._

All the teens unconsciously looked at Hiccup's hair, as if it would suddenly change of color and a helmet would appear out of nowhere.

_You would never have picked Hiccup out of those ten boys to be the Hero of this story._

_Snotlout was good at everything and a natural leader._

"Of course I am!" Snotlout shouted, a smug grin on his face.

_Dogsbreath was as tall as his father and could do amusing things like farting to the tune of the Berk national anthem._

_Hiccup was just absolutely average, the kind of unremarkable, skinny, freckled boy who was easy to overlook in a crowd._

_So, when Gobber blew the horn and moved out of sight to find a comfortable rock to sit on and eat his mussel-and-tomato sandwich, Snotlout pushed Hiccup out of the way and took charge._

Hiccup, Astrid, Fishlegs and the twins glared at Snotlout, who was smiling victoriously. That was definitely something Snotlout would do.

_"Okay, listen up, boys," he whispered in a menacing fashion. "I'm in charge, not the Useless. And anybody who objects gets a knuckle sandwich from Dogsbreath the Duhbrain."_

"Woah, I didn't know it was possible, but Snotlout can be even more irritating and idiotic than now." Astrid said, genuinely surprised. Everybody but Snotlout nodded in agreement, earning an offended 'Hey!' from him.

_"Pay attention!" hissed Snotlout. "Rope yourselves together. The best climber should go first..."_

_"Well, that's you of course, Snotlout," said Fishlegs. "You're the best at everything, aren't you?"_

_"That's right, Fishlegs," said Snotlout. "I am."_

_Everybody started roping themselves together, Hiccup and Fishlegs being the last to be tied on._

_"Oh, brilliant," muttered Fishlegs. "I'm about to enter a cave full of man-eating reptiles tied up to eight complete maniacs."_

_"If we get to the cave ..." said Hiccup nervously, looking up at the sheer black cliff._

"Hiccup and Fishlegs: Always so optimistic!" Astrid exclaimed, her hands in the air in ironic enthusiasm.

"We're realistic." Fishlegs and Hiccup replied in unison.

_When they finally made it to the mouth of the cave, Hiccup looked down briefly at the sea pounding the rocks way below, and swallowed very hard . . ._

_"Untie the ropes!" ordered Snotlout, his eyes popping with excitement at the thought of the dangers to come. "Hiccup goes into the cave first because he is the son of the Chief..." He sneered. _

"Is that jealousy what I hear?" Ruffnut asked with her hand cupping her ear, leaning towards Snotlout teasingly.

Snotlout huffed in annoyance, although secretly, he had been a bit jealous of Hiccup's status over the years. Hiccup was so weak, so skinny, so… unviking, let alone a Chief. And he thought it was unfair for a runt like Hiccup to have the title that should belong to a real Viking. But now things had changed and, even when he would never admit it, Hiccup had proven him wrong, and, Thor forbids it, he actually _respected_ his friend.

_Although he wasn't your usual mindless thug of a Hooligan, Hiccup wasn't a wimp, either. Being frightened is not the same as being a coward. Maybe he was as brave as anyone else there, because he went to catch a dragon despite knowing what dragons are like. And, when he had climbed perilously to the mouth of the cave and had found that inside there was a long, twisty tunnel, he still went down it, despite not being too keen on long, twisty tunnels with dragons at the end of them._

_The tunnel was dripping and clammy. At times it was high enough for the boys to walk upright. Then it would close down into narrow, claustrophobic holes that the boys could only just squeeze through, squirming on their stomachs, with the flares held in their mouths_

_The cavern was full of more dragons than Hiccup could ever have imagined existed._

_They were every possible color and size, and they included all the species that Hiccup had heard of, and quite a few more that he hadn't._

Fishlegs perked up immediately at the idea of new dragons and new things to learn. His mind raced, imagining the possible new dragon species that could be in that cavern, almost forgetting the huge danger he would be in if he had actually been there.

_Hiccup started sweating as he looked around him at pile after pile of the animals, draped over every available surface. If one, just one, of these countless creatures were to wake up, it would raise the alarm to the others and the boys would meet a horrible death. Hiccup had once seen a deer that had wandered too close to Wild Dragon Cliff torn to pieces in a matter of minutes..._

_Hiccup closed his eyes. "I will not think about it," he said to himself. "I will not."_

_None of the other boys were thinking about it._

_Ignorance is very useful in such circumstances._

"That's our family motto!" The twins said, banging their heads together in excitement.

_Predictably, most of the boys headed toward the plug-uglies of the dragon world._

_Snotlout made a big fuss about grabbing a vicious-looking Monstrous Nightmare, smiling nastily at Hiccup as he did so. Snotlout was the son of Baggy-bum the Beerbelly, Stoick the Vast's younger brother. He was intending to get rid of Hiccup sometime in the future so that he, Snotlout, would become Chief of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe. And a gruesome and terrifying Chief, as Snotlout meant to be, would need a properly awesome dragon._

"WHAT?!" Fishlegs, Hiccup, Astrid and Snotlout yelled in unison. If Snotlout's father was Hiccup's father brother, then Snotlout and Hiccup would be… would be… No, no, no! That was NOT possible.

"What's going on?" Tuffnut asked. "Wha-?" He stopped dead in his tracks, finally understanding what was happening. "Wait. Since when you two are cousins?"

"WE ARE NOT COUSINS." Hiccup and Snotlout yelled instantly, as if the only idea of them sharing the same blood was repulsive and, for them, it was.

"Besides, my father is Spitelout not Baggy-whatever-belly. We Jorgenson's wouldn't have someone like Hiccup in the family."

"Like what? Smart, clean, polite and brave?" Astrid asked, almost daring Snotlout to say something stupid. Not that he needed a lot of help with that.

Snotlout murmured something under his breath, pouting.

_Fishlegs, who was already covered in a bright red, itchy rash, and was at that very moment approaching a pile of knottily entangled Nadders on very loud tiptoes._

_Hiccup stopped dead in his tracks. "Don't do it, Fishlegs - please don't do it!" he whispered._

_But Fishlegs was fed up with Snotlout's taunting and of being sneered at and jeered at. He was going to get himself a really cool dragon that all the other boys would respect._

_Squinting so hard he could barely see the pile of dragons, his eyes streaming, and scratching himself violently, Fishlegs reached slowly toward the bottom-most dragon, took one leg in his hand, and gently... yanked._

_The entire pile came crashing down in a furious tangle of limbs and wings and ears. Every boy in the cavern gave a horrified gasp._

_Most of the Nadders snapped crossly at each other before settling back down to sleep._

_One brute bigger than the others opened his eyes and blinked a few times._

_Hiccup noted, with great relief, that the third eyelid was still down._

_The boys waited for the eyes to close._

_And then Fishlegs sneezed._

_Four gigantic sneezes that went echoing and bouncing off the cavern walls._

Everyone, including Fishlegs, groaned at that line. Of course it wouldn't be easy for them, it never was. No matter if it was minor or really important, it would never be easy. Always someone made a mistake that put their lives in danger.

_The big Nadder stared sightlessly ahead, frozen like a dragon statue._

_But very faintly, an ominous purring noise began in his throat._

_And very slowly . . ._

_. . . the third eyelid slid upward._

_"Uh-oh," whispered Hiccup._

"Great job Fishface!" Snotlout said humorlessly.

_The Nadder's head suddenly whipped round to face Fishlegs, its yellow cat's eyes snapping into focus on the boy. It unfolded its wings to their greatest extent and stealthily advanced, like a panther about to spring. It opened its mouth wide enough to show the forked dragon tongue and..._

_"R-R-R-U-U-U-U-U-N-N-N!" shouted Hiccup, grabbing Fishlegs's arm and dragging him away._

_The boys ran for the exit tunnel. Fishlegs and Hiccup were the last to get there._

_There was no time to pick up the torches, so they were running in the pitch dark. The basket with the Basic Brown dragon in it was bumping on Hiccup's back._

_"I. . . haven't. . . got. . . a . . . dragon," panted Fishlegs, a couple of paces behind Hiccup._

"Is that the only thing you're worried about?" Hiccup asked accusingly.

"Well, is not like I want to die," Fishlegs defended, "but I don't want to be exiled either."

_"That," said Hiccup, as he scrambled frantically on his elbows through a narrow bit, "is the least ... ow ... of our problems. They're gaining on us!"_

_"No ... dragon," repeated Fishlegs stubbornly._

_"Oh, for Thor's sake," snapped Hiccup._

_He thrust his basket into Fishlegs's arms and grabbed the empty one from Fishlegs's back. "Have mine, then. Wait here."_

_And Hiccup turned and went back through the narrow bit even though the roaring was getting louder and closer by the second._

"What do you think you're doing?" Astrid asked, knowing whatever it was it would surely be stupid and dangerous.

_"Erm, probably something stupid." Hiccup shrugged._

_"WHAT... ARE... YOU... DOING?" screamed Fishlegs, frantically dancing up and down on the spot._

_Hiccup came back through the hole again precious moments later. Fishlegs grabbed hold of an arm to help haul him through._

_They turned a corner and suddenly they could see light from outside at the end of the final tunnel._

_Fishlegs went first, but, just as Hiccup was kneeling down to follow, a dragon pounced on him with a flap and a shriek. Hiccup hit it and it fell back enough for him to crawl toward the light. Another dragon - or maybe the same one - sank its fangs into Hiccup's calf. He was so desperate to get out he dragged the animal through with him._

_As soon as Hiccup's head and shoulders were through into the light, there was Gobber. He grabbed Hiccup under the armpits and hauled him out, dragons pouring after him._

"Oh, so now he decides to show up!" Snotlout said indignantly, forgetting that Gobber was too big to come with them. In Snotlout's defense though, throwing them in a cave full of dragons all by themselves was something that Gobber surely would do in his "learning on the job" activities.

_"Jump!" yelled Gobber, as he stunned a dragon with one blow of his mighty fist._

_Hiccup closed his eyes and leaped off the cliff._

_Hiccup was traveling at such speed by the time he hit the water that it didn't feel like water at all, more like something hard and painful, and so cold that he nearly passed out._

_Gobber started to pull the boys out of the sea and onto the rocks. Viking boys are strong swimmers, but it is difficult to keep afloat when you have a basket full of trapped, terrified dragons on your back. Hiccup was the last to be saved - just in time, as the cold was beginning to put him to sleep._

_Well, at least that wasn't death, thought Hiccup as Gobber grabbed him by the neck to rescue him, nearly drowning him again in the process - but it certainly wasn't glory, either._

"Escaping death and embarrassing myself. Yup, that definitely sounds familiar." Hiccup commented. "Anyways, is already late. We should go home. I'll see you guys tomorrow." He said, putting the book in the satchel and mounting Toothless.

"Wait, why are you taking the book?" Snotlout asked.

"Yeah, I found it. I should take it home." Fishlegs said.

"Hey, we want it, too." Tuffnut demanded. "Why Hiccup always gets everything?" And that's how another 20-minute-fight began. It was weird, Snotlout, Ruffnut and Tuffnut fighting over a book, the same people that said: 'Why read stuff when you just can kill the stuff the book tells you stuff about?'

In reality, Vikings hated reading and writing things. The teens didn't know for sure, but they guessed the first Vikings learned to write and read as a bet from someone, and then they teach it to their children and started tradition.

"Okay, okay, let's all calm down," Hiccup said, feeling it was time to end the fight when Ruffnut kicked him in the left eye. "How about we choose someone randomly to take the book to his or her house and bring it back tomorrow? Does that sound fair for all?" All the teens nodded.

"Good," Hiccup said relieved.

At the end Snotlout was the one to take the book, which angered Astrid and the twins because they really wanted to take the book, and worried Fishlegs and Hiccup, because they didn't think the book would survive a night at Snotlout's house.

But they couldn't do anything about it. So all the teens went to their houses that night, thinking about that mysterious book and the secrets it possessed.
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Chapter 4

Surprisingly the next morning at the academy, when the teens joined to keep reading, the book wasn't burned or destroyed. Snotlout had taken good care of it, and it was actually in better conditions than before. Shocked? The teens were too.

Apparently Snotlout liked the book more than he let people know, and had read more than the half of it the last night. He was secretly dying for Hiccup to learn about the little changes that the book made about his dragon. To only think about Toothless the tiny dragon made him chuckle stupidly.

The 6 teens sat in a circle in the middle of the academy, their dragons just behind them as curious as them to know what that square-red-thing-that-seemed-to-mentally-talk-to-the-scrawny-Viking did.

Hiccup opened the book and looked for the page they had last left it. He cleared his throat and began reading loud enough for all of them to hear.

_Chapter 3 HEROES OR EXILES_

_The boys scrambled over the slimy pebbles at the edge of the beach and back up Madman's Gully, the gorge they had climbed through a couple of hours before. This was a narrow crack in the cliffs filled with large rocks. They tried to move as quickly as they could, but this is difficult when you are slipping and sliding over huge stones covered in ice, and they made painfully slow progress._

_Very carefully he counted heads again, to check he hadn't lost anybody. Gobber had spent an unpleasant ten minutes standing at the mouth of the dragons' cave wondering why there was such a terrible racket and what he was going to say to Stoick the Vast if he lost his precious son and heir for good._

_Something Tactful and Sensitive, he supposed, but Tact and Sensitivity were not Gobber's strong points, and he took the first five minutes to come up with "Hiccup copped it. Sorry," and then spent the second five minutes tearing his beard out._

"Oh, Gobber how thoughtful and subtle of you! I'm sure my father wouldn't kill you for letting me die if you tell him that beautiful speech." Hiccup said, amused and annoyed at the teacher/blacksmith.

_Consequently, although secretly mightily relieved, he was not in a Good Mood and, as soon as he could get his breath back, he exploded all over the place, as the boys stood, shivering violently, in a bedraggled line. "Never... in fourteen years have I come across such a load of hopeless barnacles as you lot. Which of you, useless mollusks was responsible for waking up the dragons?"_

_"I was," said Hiccup. Which wasn't strictly true._

Fishlegs gave Hiccup a grateful smile and a 'Thanks'. Hiccup tried to smile back too, although he hadn't done anything in his reality for Fishlegs to be thankful for.

_"Oh, that's brilliant," bellowed Gobber, "just brilliant. Our Future Leader shows off his magnificent Leadership Skills. At the tender age of ten and a half he does his best to annihilate himself and the rest of you in a simple military exercise!"_

It was weird to imagine Gobber angry. The blond blacksmith was always, even in the most dark and gloomy possible scenarios, cheerful and telling silly jokes and talking about his undies. He yelling at them in such a furious way didn't seem possible.

_Now," continued Gobber, more calmly, "although that was an absolute mess, it wasn't a total disaster. I presume that you do all have a dragon after that fiasco...?"_

_"Yes," chorused the boys._

"Wait you do?" Astrid asked in surprise. "From where?"

"I don't know," Hiccup shrugged.

_Fishlegs took a sideways glance at Hiccup, who was staring straight ahead._

_"Lucky for you," said Gobber, ominously. "So you have all passed the first part of the Dragon Test. There are, however, still two parts that you have to complete before you can become full members of the Tribe. Your next task will be to train this dragon yourself. This will be a test of the force of your personality. You will assert your will over this wild creature and show it who is Master. Your dragon will be expected to obey simple commands such as "go" and "stay," and hunt fish for you in the way that dragons have hunted for the Sons of Thor since anybody can remember. If you are worried about the training process, you should study a book called How to Train Your Dragon by Professor Yobbish, which you will find in the fireplace of the Great Hall."_

_"I… hate… being… a… Viking," panted Fishlegs to Hiccup as they stumbled back through the bracken to the Hooligan village._

_You didn't really walk on the island of Berk, you waded - through heather or bracken or mud or snow, which clung on to your legs and made them difficult to lift. It was the sort of country where the sea and the land were always falling into one another and getting mixed up. The island was shot through with holes burrowed by the water, a maze of criss-crossing underground streams. You could put your foot on a solid-looking piece of grass and find yourself disappearing up to your thigh in black, sticky mud. You could be making your way through the ferns and suddenly find yourself fording a river, waist-high and icy cold._

"I wouldn't say that," Ruffnut said looking at the horizon thoughtfully. "Is more like a non-stop feeling of cold and snow, and then blizzard and ice, and then wind and storms, and then the cycle repeats again and again until the ends of times.

_"A narrow escape from horrible death first thing on Thursday morning," complained Fishlegs, "followed by complete rejection by the junior half of the Tribe… Nobody's going to talk to me for years after this - except for you, of course, Hiccup, but then you're just a weirdo like me - "_

"Geez, thanks Fishlegs," Hiccup said, rolling his eyes.

_"Thank you," said Hiccup._

_"And on top of everything," continued Fishlegs bitterly, "a two-mile run carrying a deranged dragon on my back" - the basket on Fishlegs' back was plunging wildly from side to side as the dragon inside tried manically to get out - "and only a dinner of horrible limpets to look forward to at the end of it."_

_Hiccup agreed that it wasn't a delicious prospect._

_"You can have this dragon back if you like, Hiccup. I warn you, they're filthy heavy when they're wet and angry," said Fishlegs, miserably. "Gobber is going to go off like a typhoon when he finds out you haven't got a dragon."_

_"But I have got one," said Hiccup._

_Fishlegs stopped and began to take the basket off his back. "I know it is yours really," he sighed wearily. "I think I'll just go straight past the village and keep on running till I reach somewhere civilized. Rome perhaps. I've always wanted to go to Rome. And I haven't got a hope in Valhalla of passing Initiation anyway, so -"_

_"No, I've got another one, in my basket," Hiccup insisted._

"When did you even-? You know what? Never mind." Astrid said.

_Fishlegs' jaw dropped open in disbelief._

_"I got it when I went back into the tunnel," explained Hiccup._

_"Well, blister my barnacles," said Fishlegs. "How in Thor's name did you know it was there? It was so dark you couldn't see the horns in front of you."_

_"It was weird," said Hiccup. "I sort of sensed it when we were running down the tunnel. I couldn't see anything, but as we were passing, I just knew there was a dragon there, and that it was meant to be my dragon. I was going to ignore it, actually, because we were in a bit of a hurry, but then you said about not having a dragon and I went back, and ... there it was, lying on this shelf in the tunnel, just as I'd imagined it would be."_

"Ooooh!" Fishlegs squeaked excitedly. "This is when you meet Toothless and train him and become best friends and… and… ooh! This is so exciting!"

"I'm sure Snotlout is going to be quite surprised when he sees you have a dragon better than his," Astrid said.

"Snotlout will be surprised indeed," Snotlout said, smiling mischievously to himself. _This is going to be so fun!_

_"…You know, Hiccup," said Fishlegs a little later, as the wooden fortifications of the village appeared on the horizon, "that sounds like Fate, you sensing the dragon was there like that. This could be Meant to Be. You could have some sort of wonder-dragon in there. Something that makes a Monstrous Nightmare look like a flying frog! You are the son and heir of Chief Stoick after all, and it's about time Fate came in with a sign about your destiny."_

_The boys stopped, puffing with exhaustion._

_"Oh, I'm sure it's just a Common or Garden that wandered away from the rest," said Hiccup, trying to sound careless but unable to keep the excitement out of his voice. He could have something marvelous in there!_

Toothless puffed out his chest, aware of how truly marvelous and awesome Night Furies, and especially himself, were. Hiccup smiled proudly, knowing that a runt like him had managed to befriend and ride one of the bests and most dangerous dragons in the known world.

Snotlout was trying to keep his cool until the right moment. And when that happened, Thor helped Hiccup, because Snotlout would never let him forget it.

_Hiccup took the basket off his back and paused before opening it._

_"It's very still, isn't it?" said Fishlegs, suddenly less certain of the Fate theory. "I mean, it isn't moving at all in there. Are you sure it's alive?"_

_"It's just very deeply asleep," said Hiccup. "It was stone cold when I picked it up."_

_Suddenly he had a strong feeling that the gods were on his side. He KNEW that this dragon was alive._

_With trembling fingers, Hiccup undid the latch, took off the lid of the basket, and peered in. Fishlegs joined him._

_Things weren't looking so good anymore._

_There, curled up fast asleep in the bottom of the basket in a tangled dragon knot, lay perhaps the most common Common or Garden Dragon Hiccup had ever seen._

"What?" Hiccup, Ruffnut, Fishlegs, Tuffnut and Astrid were surprised to say the least. A common garden? Where's Toothless? This definitely was not how things had happened. Toothless growled behind them as Snotlout burst out laughing, red in the face.

"So, I didn't catch Toothless after all?"

"Maybe he'll show up after some more chapters." Fishlegs suggested.

_Hiccup couldn't think how he had overlooked this when he picked the dragon up in the tunnel. He supposed, miserably, that it was rather a pressured moment, what with three thousand dragons trying to kill him at the time. And dragons in a deep Sleep Coma do tend to weigh more than they do when they're awake._

_"Well," said Hiccup at last, "that's a sign, if you like. Youreach for a Deadly Nadder and what do you get? A Basic Brown. I grab a dragon in the dark and what do I get? A Common or Garden. The thing is, the gods are telling us we're Common or Garden folk, Fishlegs. You and I, we're not meant to be Heroes."_

_"It doesn't matter about me…" said Fishlegs,_

_"But you are meant to be a Hero. Remember? Son of the Chief and all that? And you will be one, I know you will…"_

_Fishlegs put the basket back on Hiccup's back and they trudged toward the village gates together._

_"...At least, I sincerely hope you will. I don't want to be following Snotlout into battle. You've got more ideas about military tactics in your little finger than Snotlout has in his whole fat head..."_

"Hey!" Snotlout yelled indignantly.

"What? You think he's lying about Hiccup having more ideas than you?" Astrid asked.

Snotlout opened his mouth and closed it a couple of times before puffing and crossing his arms. "My head is not fat."

_While that may have been true, not only was Hiccup not about to be the future star of Dragon training - but with this particular dragon it was even going to be difficult for him to take his familiar place fading into the background._

"Okay, that's the end of the chapter," Hiccup said, closing the book. The other teens pouted, saying that there still was time for another chapter, but he ignored them. Neither the riders nor the dragons had been doing any training since the book had arrived, and Hiccup knew they would get used to it and forget their previous training if he didn't do something about it.

"Oh, come on, Hiccup just one little chapter!"

"We can read the book later. Now, everyone, let's practice the new flying formations, shall we?" He said.


	5. Chapter 5

**Hello!**

**Sorry this took so long (not that anyone cares) but I've finished reading the tenth book of the HTTYD series and I needed some time to recover from it.**

**Also, today... is... MY BIRTHDAY! YAY! (again, LADI218, no one cares. Could you please stop this nonsense and start the story?) Today, I write to you awesome people as a FIFTEEN YEAR OLD! YAAAY!**

**Okay, sorry about that.**

**Bye! **

**LADI218**

Chapter 5

After Hiccup's intervention, the teens started working with the dragons once again, and although they loved the dragons and have fun with them, they still had a thought at the back of their minds, not letting them enjoy it as much as they should: What happens next in that stupid book?

Astrid had it in her house at the moment. She had intended to leave it in her satchel until she could read it with the others so that they could share the moment as a group. But she just couldn't resist. She contained herself after a few chapters, and immediately called the other teens, because she knew she would read the whole book without them if there wasn't anyone to stop it.

The teens came immediately, even though it was 3 in the morning. Normally, the twins would have been standing in a corner, sleeping with their heads resting in the other's shoulder; Snotlout would have been complaining about how they interrupted his 'beauty sleep'; and Hiccup, Fishlegs and Astrid would have been trying to wake up the twins, ignoring Snotlout.

But this time was different. All of them were wide awake and impatient for the story to continue.

Astrid gave the book to Hiccup, their Official Book Reader, and sat down in the floor of her bedroom, in her usual spot in the circle.

_Chapter 4 HOW TO TRAIN YOUR DRAGON_

_"HA HA HA HA!"_

_Snotlout was laughing so hard that he hadn't managed to say anything at all._

_"Oh, this is brilliant - look at it!" said Snotlout, when he finally got his breath back from laughing. "What is it, Hiccup? A brown bunny rabbit with wings? A flower fairy? A fluffy flying frog? Gather round everybody and see the magnificent animal that Our Future Leader has caught himself!"_

Even though Hiccup had the coolest and most feared dragon in the archipelago, he still blushed at the situation that his book self was in. It would be so typical of himself to do that.

Situations like that one happened to him often: People expected him to be the best at everything, to own the best things, to be the best Viking all because he was the son of a Chief. Well, at least until they realized he was the exact opposite of what they expected and gave up. And now that he had trained Toothless and defeated the Red Death, people were starting to expect things from him again, and he was certain he would completely fail at every single one of them.

He shook all those depressive thoughts off and continued reading.

_"Oh, Hiccup, you are useless," crowed Speedifist. "You're the son of a Chief, for Thor's sake. Why didn't you get one of those new Monstrous Nightmares with the six-foot wing-span and the extra-extendable claws? They're really mean killers, they really are."_

_"I have one," grinned Snotlout, I gesturing to the terrifying-looking, flame-red animal fast asleep in his basket. "I think I shall call her Fireworm. What are you going to call yours, Hiccup? Sweetums? Sugarlips? Babyface?" _

"Wait," Fishlegs said. "Fireworm is the name of a specie of dragon, you can't name your dragon like that! It's already taken!" He protested. The others sighed. Of course Fishlegs would go crazy for something as little as the name of book Snotlout's dragon.

_Hiccup's dragon took this particular moment to give a huge yawn, opening his tiny mouth wide to reveal a flickering, forked tongue, very pink gums, and absolutely no teeth at all!_

_ "Toothless!" cried Snotlout. "Hiccup has found himself the only toothless dragon in the uncivilized world! This is too good. Hiccup the Useless and his dragon, Toothless!"_

Hiccup stopped reading abruptly, a thought crossing his mind.

"Wait a second. This is Toothless? I mean, Toothless Toothless?" Fishlegs and the twins had a hard time registering the new information. The newest and most world changing thing in the book so far. Hiccup had a hard time accepting it himself, actually.

Snotlout couldn't stop himself from bursting out laughing (not that he was really trying), and even Astrid grinned a little at the ridiculous thought of a tiny, pathetic Toothless instead of the majestic creature they were so used to.

It was so obvious but at the same time unthinkable for the young teens. They had thought that the little dragon was only temporal and that soon Hiccup would find his Night Fury and give the other to someone else.

Five minutes passed of Hiccup, Fishlegs and the twins blinking with their mouths open, until Astrid got tired and slapped them to reality again.

_Fishlegs leaped to Hiccup's defense._

_"Well, you are not allowed that Monstrous Nightmare that you've got there, Snotface Snotlout. Only the son of a Chief is allowed a Monstrous Nightmare. That Fireworm dragon is Hiccup's, by right."_

_Snotlout's eyes narrowed. He grabbed Fishlegs's arm and twisted it viciously behind his back._

_"Nobody's listening to you, you plankton-hearted, fish-legged, disaster area," sneered Snotlout. "Thanks to you and your sniveling, sneezing disability, that whole military operation was nearly a total disaster. When I'm Chief of this Tribe the first thing I'm going to do is boot anybody with a pathetic allergy like yours straight out into exile. You're not fit to be a Hooligan!"_

At this sentence everyone groaned in frustration and disgust, even Snotlout himself. Okay, so he was mean to people sometimes, and he did once want to be Chief. But he wouldn't act like that to the other teens! Fishlegs and Hiccup were his friends. They all had grown up together, and Snotlout really appreciate them even if he didn't show it very often.

_Fishlegs went very white in the face, but he still managed to gasp out, "But you are not going to be Chief of this Tribe. Hiccup is going to be Chief of this Tribe."_

_"Oh, he is, is he?" jeered Snotlout. "So, I'm not allowed that Monstrous Nightmare, am I? Our Future Leader is keeping very quiet about it, isn't he? Come on, Hiccup, I'm stealing your inheritance. What are you going to do about it, then, eh?"_

_The boys all looked solemn. Snotlout really had broken an ancient Viking rule._

_"Hiccup should challenge you for the dragon," said Fishlegs slowly, and everybody swiveled around to look expectantly at Hiccup._

"That is going to end well." Hiccup said, rolling his eyes.

_But he couldn't ignore this insult to his status, now that Fishlegs had helpfully pointed it out, without looking like a coward in front of the other boys. And if you became known as a coward in the Hooligan Tribe, you might as well go the whole hog and wear a pale pink jerkin, take up playing the harp, and change your name to Ermintrude._

The teens laughed at that last sentence. The mere thought of a normal man wearing a pink jerkin playing the harp with the name Ermintrude was funny, but the thought of one of the mighty warriors of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe in that position was extremely hilarious.

_"I challenge you, Snotface Snotlout, for the dragon, Fireworm, who is mine by right," said Hiccup, trying to hide his reluctance by speaking as loudly and formally as he could._

_"I accept your challenge," said Snotlout super-fast, grinning all over his horrid, smug face. "Axes or fists?"_

_"Fists," said Hiccup. Because axes were a really bad idea._

…

_Fishlegs and Hiccup were going to the Great Hall to look for the book Gobber had recommended: How to Train Your Dragon, by Professor Yobbish._

_"As it happens," confided Hiccup, "I know a bit about dragons already, but I haven't the foggiest clue how to start training one. I would have said they were virtually untrainable. I'm really looking forward to getting some tips."_

_The Great Hall was a hullabaloo of young barbarians fighting, yelling, and playing the popular Viking game of Bashyball, which was a very violent contact sport with lots of contact and very few rules._

_Hiccup and Fishlegs found the book tucked away in the fireplace, practically in the fire._

Fishlegs squeaked indignantly at that part. The books were his most beloved treasures, especially the ones about dragons. How come his book self hadn't seen it and pull it out of it? That book was in serious danger!

_He opened the book._

**HOW TO TRAIN YOUR DRAGON**

**-BY-PROFESSOR YOBBISH**

**This book is dedicated to mommy, with love from your dearest you.**

**Copyright © Professor Yobbish, Dark Ages.**

**CHAPTER THE FIRST (AND LAST)**

**The Golden Rule of Dragon- Training is to...**

**YELL AT IT!**

**(The louder the better.)**

**THE END.**

"What?!" Hiccup asked. "Yell at it? That is the most infuriating thing I have heard in my entire life!" Hiccup's ears turned a bit red from indignation.

"Woah. Who knew Hiccup could get angry?" Tuffnut asked idiotically. Fortunately, his sister was there to punch him.

_"That's it?!" said Hiccup furiously, turning the book upside down and shaking it, trying to see whether there was anything other than that single page of paper inside it._

_Hiccup put the book down. His face was unusually grim._

_"Okay, Fishlegs," he said, "unless you're any better at yelling than I am, we're on our own. We're going to have to work out our own method of dragon training."_


	6. Chapter 6

Chapter 6

Hiccup stared at his little dragon toy, a lonely tear running down his face. It would probably be really embarrassing if someone entered the room and saw him like that, but fortunately his father was attending some important chiefly duties and wouldn't come home for the rest of the night.

Why was he crying? Because of the book. Weird, huh?

It had been his turn to take the book home, and he had immediately taken the chance to read it without the others. Not that he didn't want to share the reading experience with his friends, because he really did; it was just that for him reading was something personal, and he liked to really focus on the book in front of him. With the other teens' comments he couldn't concentrate as much as he would like to.

So, that night he had climbed up the stairs hurriedly, Toothless in toe, and had almost jumped into his bed in his excitement to read another chapter. Hiccup had read a lot of books in his life which was weird for a Viking, but never a book like this one.

The Vikings normally only wrote books to show off to the people of the future about something "important" they had accomplished, or to remember an awful recipe that would surely poison anyone who dared to prove it. But this one in particular was different, and not only because it had them on it (although that was quite a big part of it), but because it was a story to entertain. It didn't want to accomplish anything; it just wanted to tell a story. And that's why all the teens loved it.

Everything went wrong the moment Hiccup started the chapter, though.

_Chapter 5: A CHAT WITH OLD WRINKLY_

_The next morning, Hiccup checked the dragon under his bed. It was still asleep._

_When his mother, Valhallarama, asked him at breakfast, "How did Initiation go yesterday, dear?" Hiccup said, "Oh, it was fine. I caught my dragon." "That's nice, dear," Valhallarama replied vaguely._

There it was. In one sentence all previous feelings of happiness and excitement vanished, being replaced by that already well known feeling of emptiness. All caused by that one word, seemingly unimportant to people who've been raised in a normal family but heartbreaking for someone who grew up without one: Mother.

His eyes went immediately at the only thing he had from his mother: His stuffed dragon. But he quickly averted his gaze and returned to the book once he felt tears threatening to come out.

_After breakfast, Hiccup went to sit on the front step beside his grandfather, who was smoking a pipe. It was a beautiful, cold, clear winter's morning, with not a breath of wind and the sea all around as flat as glass._

A grandfather too? That was so unfair! Hiccup had always wanted a real family: A mother and a father, a brother or a sister, a grandfather and a grandmother, etc, etc. Of course, he had Toothless and Gobber, who were almost as a brother and an uncle, but it wasn't the same.

_Old Wrinkly blew out smoke rings contentedly as he watched the sun coming up. Hiccup shivered and chucked stones into the bracken. Neither of them spoke for a long time._

_At last Hiccup said, "I got that dragon."_

_"I said you would, didn't I?" replied Old Wrinkly, very pleased with himself. _

_Old Wrinkly had taken up soothsaying in his old age, mostly unsuccessfully. Looking into the future is a complicated business. So he was particularly pleased that he'd gotten this right._

Hiccup smiled, if slightly. Old Wrinkly seemed one of those funny and crazy people that Hiccup liked to be around with.

_"Something extraordinary, you said," complained Hiccup. "A truly unusual dragon, you said. An animal that would really make me stand out in the crowd."_

_"Absolutely," agreed Old Wrinkly. "The entrails were undeniable."_

_"The only extraordinary thing about this dragon," continued Hiccup, "is how extraordinarily small it is. In that it is super-unusual. I'm even more of a laughingstock than ever."_

_"Oh, dear," said Old Wrinkly, chuckling in a wheezy way over his pipe._

_"Size is all relative, Hiccup," said Old Wrinkly. "All of these dragons are super-small compared to a real Sea Dragon. A real Sea Dragon is fifty times as big as that little creature. A real Sea Dragon from the bottom of the ocean can swallow ten large Viking ships in one gulp and not even notice._

"But that is an unfair comparison," Hiccup argued to the book, forgetting his current sadness to defend his book self. "There are less than a few things smaller than a Sea Dragon, believe me. The fact that that dragon is huge doesn't make his dragon any less tiny."

_"Well, here on Berk," said Hiccup, "where we haven't any Sea Dragons to compare anything with, my dragon is just considerably smaller than everybody else's. You are getting off the point."_

_"Am I?" asked Old Wrinkly._

_"The point is, I just don't see how I am ever going to become a Hero," said Hiccup gloomily. "I am the least Heroic boy in the whole Hooligan Tribe."_

"Lose your leg," Hiccup recommended. "Worked for me."

_"Oh, pshaw, this ridiculous Tribe," fumed Old Wrinkly. "Okay, so you are not what we call a born Hero. You're not big and tough and charismatic like Snotlout. But you're just going to have to work at it. You're going to have to learn how to be a Hero the Hard Way."_

Hiccup sighed. Why everything had to be the Hard Way?

_"You have to see the bigger picture, Hiccup," continued Old Wrinkly, ignoring him. "You're called a few names. You're not a natural at Bashyball. Who cares? These are very little problems in the grand scheme of things."_

_"It's all very well for you to say they are little problems," said Hiccup crossly, "but I have a lot of little problems. I have to train this super-small dragon in time for Thor's day Thursday or be thrown out of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe forever."_

_"But maybe you'll have to train your dragon the Hard Way. You know a very great deal about dragons, don't you, Hiccup? All that dragon-watching you've been doing over the years?"_

_"That's a secret," said Hiccup, uncomfortably._

_"Talking to dragons is a highly unusual skill," said Old Wrinkly. "Maybe," he said, "you can train a dragon better by talking to it than by yelling at it."_

Hiccup stopped. Did he say talking to dragons? It seemed impossible, but impossible things happened to him all the time. It would be awesome to understand what Toothless said and be able to talk him back in his own language. Surely Fishlegs would love that.

_"That's sweet," said Hiccup, "and a very touching thought. However, a dragon is not a fluffy creature like a dog or a cat or a pony. A dragon is not going to do what you say just because you ask it pretty please. From what I know about dragons," said Hiccup, "I should say that yelling was a pretty good method."_

"NO IS NOT!" Hiccup yelled exasperatedly to the book. Toothless crooned worriedly, silently asking if he was okay or if he should go for Gothi.

_"Why don't you come up with some alternative training schemes yourself? You might be able to add something to Professor Yobbish's book. I've often thought that that book needs a little something extra... I can't quite put my finger on it…"_

"Words," Hiccup said.

_"Words," said Hiccup. "That book needs a lot more words."_

Hiccup closed the book and put it on his desk. He sighed. The next day the others would surely want to keep reading and he wouldn't have another choice but to reread that chapter. And he wasn't sure he could do it.

He thought about his mother, the person who gave him his life, the person who protected him from a dragon, dying in the process of doing so.

She must really have loved him for her to do that. He really missed her…

No. He was a Viking, he wouldn't cry for someone he hadn't even met. He had spent all of his life without a mother; he had gotten used to it by now and had accepted it.

Then why it still affected him so much?

People die all the time, especially in an island full of fire-breathing reptiles. Almost every family had lost someone important in the war, and everyone had moved on. But at least they had memories from that person, something to remember and smile about all the good times they had spent together. Hiccup didn't have that. He didn't even know how she looked like. All he had was a dragon toy.

But that didn't matter anymore. So he hadn't a mother, who cares? He couldn't lose it like that in front of his friends. He had to get his act together and stop being a baby. He had his father and Gobber; he had Toothless and his friends now. He didn't need a mother. He never did and never would. He was fine. He was perfectly fine.

He was fine…

…Right?

* * *

><p><strong><span>Author's Notes:<span>**

**Ugh, this is so cheesy I think I may throw up. Gods, I made this whole situation so over dramatic!**

**In my defense, though, I didn't know what to do with the whole one-of-the-Hiccups-has-a-mother-and-the-other-one-of-the-Hiccups-hasn't thing. But I figured it would be better for Hiccup to be alone when he founded out and... well... this chapter was born. I blame Cressida Cowell and Dean Deblois for this one, but I still love them, nonetheless :-).**

***Sighs* I hope you've enjoyed it. **

**Bye!**

**LADI218**
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Chapter 7

Warbling. That's the first thing Hiccup heard that day.

Someone was warbling, but Hiccup couldn't have cared less about it, still being in the beautiful depths of unconsciousness and dreamful lands; it was kind of relaxing, actually. But the soft warbles quickly became into loud growls. Hiccup frowned, his eyes still closed. Who could possibly be making so much noise?!

His eyes flickered, his brain still deciding whether to wake up or keep sleeping for a few more hours. But the decision was made not by his by brain but by Toothless, who after 10 minutes of trying to wake the lazy human up had gave up and licked his face instead, a method that, although effective, usually made his human very angry.

Hiccup shot upright, glaring at the dragon reproachfully for waking him up so ear-… Wait a minute. The sun was up in the sky… way more up than it should have been. So, there were two logical explanations for this.

One: He had slept all morning because he fell asleep late the last night reading the book.

Or two: Loki had changed the reality of the universe as a joke, and now the world had been turned upside down and everything was reversed.

Hiccup truly hoped it was the second one, because if his father found out he hadn't gone to the academy that day he would probably be in serious troubles.

"HICCUP!" His father yelled. "Why didn't you go to the academy today? Do you have any idea what troubles the twins have caused?" Yup, he was screwed.

And surely, in less than five seconds, something that was really impressive for a man of his size, Stoick was standing in front of him with his arms crossed. And he did not look amused. Not. At. All.

But who could really blame him? The man was 45 years old, and every single day since he became Chief he had to hear all the villagers' problems and try to solve them; something that came to be really hard since Hiccup, Snotlout and the twins were born.

Fortunately for him, since the Dragon Academy had been opened the teens were occupied most of the time, which really lessened the twins' jokes (although you would never notice if you weren't from Berk). But that day Hiccup hadn't gone to the academy, which made the other teens go back to their homes too, which gave the twins plenty of time to come with a lot of jokes and to put them in action. You can already imagine what happened.

So there he was now, glaring at his teenage son who was still wearing his pajamas at midday, looking as guilty and innocent as he could. Like if Stoick was going to fall for it.

"So? What's your excuse?"

"Uuuuh… Well, uh, dad. You see, I… I was just… I wasn't… because… uuuh…" Stoick sighed. Hiccup was extremely imaginative and inventive, but he was also a horrible liar, and when it came to inventing excuses the only thing that seemed to occurred to him was an endless sentence of 'Uhs' between stuttering.

"Hiccup," Stoick said sternly. Hiccup immediately shut up and looked at him, something he was secretly grateful for. "I'm not mad at you. Anyone can oversleep from time to time," Hiccup sighed with relief.

"But," He continued. Darn it, "I am worried about you. You and the other teens are acting weird… Well, weirder, that is."

"Hey!"

"You are not paying attention in your duties, you're oversleeping, and you aren't even flying your dragons as you usually do! The dragons are starting to get out of control, and Mildew is already trying to convince the village to banish them, all because you're not fulfilling the duty you asked for in the first place."

"Oh, come on. You're overreacting. We aren't acting weird, everything's normal. We'll get those dragons under control tomorrow. Don't worry." Hiccup reassured.

"Everything's normal, huh? Well, is it normal to leave the house at three in the morning with a girl?" Stoick asked. Hiccup blushed, biting his lip.

"Oh, haha, you know… uh… dad. The thing is… I… we… uuuh."

"Hiccup. Tell me the truth. Now."

Hiccup sighed. "The reason of why we were so distracted and why I overslept and why I went to Astrid's house that night and all of that is because we were reading a book Fishlegs found in the beach. Happy?"

Stoick was silent for a few minutes, something that always terrified Hiccup; and then, apparently out of nowhere, started laughing. It started as light giggles and ended in a hysterical laugh. "You're telling me that Snotlout, Tuffnut and Ruffnut are reading? Do they even know how to read?"

"Well, I don't know. I usually read the book for them." Hiccup said.

Stoick suddenly stopped laughing as a thought occurred to him. He grabbed Hiccup's shoulders and looked sternly at his eyes, his face deadly serious. "This book you're talking about… it isn't one of those adult's books, is it?"

"What? No!"

"Sorry. It seemed the only explanation. What are you reading, then?"

"Is… uh, quite hard to explain."

"I'm sure I'll be able to understand it." Stoick said, huffing. He may not be as smart as his son, but he wasn't a total idiot either. How hard could it be to tell what a book was about?

"Okay," Hiccup said, taking a deep breath. "The book is called How To Train Your Dragon, written by Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third. Is about a boy named Hiccup, who has to train a dragon to become an official member of his tribe." He spat out, trying to not sound completely insane. He looked at his father expectantly, praying to every God he knew of for his father to believe him.

Stoick didn't believe him.

"Hiccup, you don't have to lie. Is understandable for a boy of your age to want to read this kind of books. I don't blame you, okay? But I do need to know who gave you this. It was Gobber, wasn't it? I'll go talk to him later."

"Dad, no! I'm not making this up, here's the book, see? How To Train Your Dragon, by Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third." He held the book above his head for his father to look it closely.

Stoick grabbed the book from his son's desperate arms and opened it. It was weird, too well done even for Hiccup. He gazed through the first pages and closed it, deciding there wasn't in there inadequate for the teens. He gave the book back to a very relieved Hiccup and quickly apologized for his earlier assumptions.

He opened the door to exit the room and… stopped. He turned around and looked at Hiccup, somehow embarrassed.

"What now, dad?"

"Uhm, I was just wondering if you could, you know, borrow me the book…? He asked.

"You want me to borrow you the book?" Hiccup asked to clarify.

"Yes." He answered rather uncertainly.

"Oh. Sure, I guess." It all was so weird and awkward. Stoick the Vast wasn't the kind of man who read. Is not that he didn't like reading, it was just that as Chief he was busy almost all the time, and the little time he had to himself he usually used it to rest.

Stoick himself was confused. He had only seen a few pages, but something of the book interested him. Maybe it was the mystery of a book that seemed to be written by his son although it was clear it wasn't. Or maybe it was the fact that it was too well done to be made by anyone but the Gods themselves and he wanted to know more about it. Stoick didn't know, the only thing he knew was that he really wanted to read it.

And so he did.

He read the first three chapters in a row before going back to finish his chiefly duties of the day. Once he finished, he read other two chapters and was going to read another one when Hiccup stopped him, telling him they could read it with the others the next day.

The next morning, Stoick woke up early as always and headed to the blacksmith's shop to see if Gobber needed anything. Being his best friend, Gobber immediately noticed something was up, and Stoick made a huge mistake: he told Gobber about the book.

As this may not seem as a huge mistake it really is, because the charismatic and lovely Gobber had the problem of not being able to shut his mouth. So, at midday, Hiccup found himself in front of all the villagers, asking and even demanding to read the book the Chief liked so much.

'My dad told Gobber about the book,' That's the first thing Hiccup thought as he stared at the demanding crowd of Vikings, mentally face-palming.

They all moved to the Great Hall where everyone could listen to Hiccup as he read the mysterious book.

With the loudest voice he could do without actually yelling Hiccup started the sixth chapter, trying to ignore the thousand pairs of eyes that were carefully watching him.

_Chapter 6: MEANWHILE, DEEP IN THE OCEAN..._

_Meanwhile, deep in the ocean, but not so very far from the Isle of Berk, a real Sea Dragon lay sleeping on the sea-bed. He was indescribably large. He had been there so long that he almost seemed to be part of the ocean floor itself, a great underwater mountain, covered in shells and barnacles, some of his limbs half-buried in the sand._

The Great Hall went quiet, the only sound hearable were Fishlegs' pathetic whimpers. Everyone was imagining the Red Death incident that had happened only a few months ago.

_The Dragon had crawled down into the depths of the ocean and gone into a Sleep Coma. Dragons can stay in this suspended state for eternity, half-dead, half-alive, buried under fathom after fathom of icy-cold seawater. Not a muscle of this particular Dragon had moved for six or seven centuries._

_But the previous week, a Killer Whale who had chased some seals unexpectedly deep was surprised to notice a slight movement in the upper eyelid of the dragon's right eye. An ancestral memory stirred in the whale's brain and he swam away from there as fast as his fins could carry him. And, a week later, the sea around the Dragon Mountain - which had previously been teeming with crabs and lobsters and shoals and shoals of fish - was a great, underwater desert. Not a mollusk stirred, not a scallop shimmied._

Fishlegs whimpers increased in volume, and everyone shifted uncomfortably in their chairs, as if the danger was right there on Berk and not in a simple book. Hiccup unconsciously looked at his leg, and rested against Toothless for comfort.

_The only sign of life for miles and miles was the rapid jerking of both the Dragon's eyelids, fluttering up and down as if the Dragon had suddenly gone into a lighter sleep and was dreaming who knows what dark dreams._ Hiccup finished, closing the book.

Ruffnut and Tuffnut quietly crawled behind Fishlegs, who was still quite terrified, and started making dragon sounds, growling at his ear.

And then, at perfect unison they shouted, "BOO!" Fishlegs yelped and fell down of his chair, Meatlug cooing worriedly at him. Everyone laughed at poor Fishlegs' misfortune, the tension of a few minutes ago fading away.

* * *
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